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IT'S A BARREL OF 

Strong, Durable Construction 

This i S *ot a cheaply constructed toy, but * You Can Be the General in Any Man's 

strong, durable mechanism made entirely .- , « .. tw , rf 

of sturdy steel, and painted a real "GI" ser- Yes s l rree ' Fel,ows - "ere is a gun that any young 

vke green. proud to own . . . and you should hear it fire." It 1mm 

ma ■■ tuic iK A ,m A |j uAUii just like a real Submachine gun. You'H be the envv of 

_„_„I„„^ the neighborhood ... and with a gun that shoots" as f 

f m commanm MAN.Tto^it" "1 does ' y° u ' U alwa Y s be °« the winning side. 

2250 N. Keatlntf Ave., Chicago 39. 111. 

YESi J am enclosing $1,49. Ru«h my Commando lirtllfarl ftliaftti+vf Ulirru! 

Submachine Gun quick. 1 understand I may I-IIIllUSU l{U<ill ULJ 1 111111 J ■ 

Ciitnlne It for 5 days. If not satisfied in every \v/i 1 * 1 * 1 ... . 

I way, you'll refund my full price of $1.49. when our present stock is exhausted, there will be 00 

□ I am enclosing $3.75. Send me 3 gun*. rriancJo Submachine Guns of this quality at this amazing 

only $ 1.49. So hurry, Fellows, send for yours today . . . 

Name . it for five days. If you don't say it's the greatest bargai 

seen, send it back and have every penny of tout 
I **»«•■■■ J Mail coupon today! 

1 Citv State 

^^■■■■■^■■aiBaaaaea^r- — r THE COMMANDO MAN • Dept. 10, Z2S0 N. Keatin* An 

l p\ ■ ' '".. . ' j". . ■ I JI . [ ! ■ ...T h%, ■ ; """""• '..li!L- ' ' " ' - :. '■• ilT "" ! ' j l " ' ""+ ' 'L^' ' "" *>}■>■< - ^mBT^-rw 



will be 

fellow in 
as this one 



Com* 
price of 
.Examine 
you've ever 
returned. 



o 39, III. 




WARDROBE OF GLAMOROtlS, 



BflCttETS; . , ONE FOR EVERY MOOf I 



**. 



One of these thrilling bracelets Is exactly the 
right touch for every single outfit you own! 
Get yours today! And remember, not one 
but ALL THREE are yours for only $1*35, 

MAIL COUPON NOW I 

— -r. * — ■*»??* ™^w^^.™mmmm-m\ : '>- m *< 

THE BRACELET 1A1)V. He pi; 10 I 

:3|50K Keating Ave.. Chicago 'J*, 1H. t 

t arm ■« nelosing $1 -.'2$ ■< f*lea se- ru &h my I 

Brace I* r Witrdrolje At oirecef L underst and I 

that I may examine them for ftve days, it 

and if flirt hot complet eiy Satisfied, my 1 

entire purchase price of $1.25 will be j 



SWEETHEART 
BRACELET 

For your romi 



itded. 



Name 



■ 



Address . . , ,. „;. ,-. , :,,,.,; , 

;:€:iiy.Y ,':.;" i .-..'. /State;:.:,^'; ■ 

-■■•■■ -.,.-■■ 

."in '' t *Jt & .4$Skmi'f** -*m afrawftlni'Viii ii ii'jiTi'i :i»i 1 11 j) 111 1 ii 1 ') > 
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FORMAL BRACELET 

of simulated pink gold for 
the really big dates in your 

"** AUTOGRAPH BRACELE' 

Let your friends engrave their 
names with a nail ftl© 




YOU'LL BE 

THE ENVY OF 

THE TOWN! 

ALL 3 

FOR ONLY 



125 

I POSTPAID 



MAIL COUPON I 



THE BRACELET LADY, Dopt. IO. 22B0 N. KEATING AVE., CHICAGO It, ILLINOIS 
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/" WHAT IS IT, 
VyPOCTORT, 




''THE VICTIMS X, 
SMOTHERED 
TO DEATH'/ 


/ 1 rr ^\\\ 


^\_x^C* 








Ps^<^ 


\\ 














[(# 






p*^ J 




/^ YOU MEAN CHOKED ? N 
/ STRAHGLEP7 A LASSO ) 
\OR NOOSE OR -"^Z 


/NO— >i 








**f PIEPffiDA* V 
l WANT OF / 




6* 


vQll. 


"- f >**K«^- » '^^- 1 














^1>^ 


1a V>3lS 





./^ WHERE YOU \7 
.,..'.( GOING, WAS7 H 


AN IDEA JUST STRUCK ME- 
AMP IP I'M RIGHT, t'LL , 
|5S7 STRIKE THE > — **F 








a 1 [MJf^y 




/^/7^^&T f1 


v^ x \ / X3' 












It-^Tr • ^^■Fv 
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so may lfe.$^fflbm& : 



HERE'S IPENTIF! CAT/ ON 
OF TWE FIRST VICTIM — A 

BRILLIANT BOTANY PZOPESSOR I ^r 1^7t 
-QUIET ANP WITH NO^^Z^^j^T^ 
ENEMIES/ ' ' sec GN&< 



DOESN'T SOUNP LIKE 

A LOGICAL TARGET 

FOR VIOLENCE/ 



« 



v. ■ 




BOTAWST- SAILOR- MONEV* LEWE7KT 
WHAT'S THE CONNECTION? 

why pipn't elastic man 

tell me what* 

oh hismjnpt 
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/" YOU'RE ALL 
\UNPER ARREST/J 


i/OK/H, WE GIVE UP.' BUT HOW Plt>) 

V YOU PIMP OUT ABOUT OUR ., 

(^PAYROLL STICKUP PLOT?/ 




/JS*> j 


>t~~ iiJJ — — J * ^ a, &*»^, 1 i 


4g 


>\^y 




"' c 


Bf^fff' /a> 


^4 (^^mi^ 


' 111 


* 








NOW WE CAN ^J 
SPEAK WITHOUT 

INTERRUPTION.' 
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'GKEBN'S MV NAME — 

f GREEK'S MCOLOM 

FOR YEARS I HAVE WORKEP 
WITH CERTAIN STRANGE ANP 
WONDERFUL PLANTS 
UNTIL I HAVE 

TAKEN ON 
,TH6IB NATURE.' 




A BOTANICAL PROFESSOR HELPEP 
ME WITH EARLY EXPERIMENTS/ 
A SEA CAPTAIN BROUGHT WE 
TZARE SPECIMENS WHICH I 
CIOSSEP WITH OTHERS, 
MAKING NEW WONDERS 
OF NATURE.' ANP A 
MO NEY-LENPER 
FINANCE? MB. 
HOPING FOR 
■PROFITS.' 



THE THREE 

GUVS VOU 

KILLED? YOU 

HUSHEP 'EM UP, 

ANP NOW- 



•*>) 




BECAUSE, WHEN THE WINDOW 
BROKE, YOU HEARP SOME 
HINT OF MY PLANS.' YOU 
ARE THE ONLY ONE WHO 
COULP HAVE REMINDEP 
THE LAW OF 
THE TRUTH.' 
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WO.' MY PLANTS WILL SEME 
MC IN MY N1W CAREER OF 
TERROR AND BOBBERY/ 
I NEED YOU FOR THEM 

TO PRACTISE ON/Swpb! 

COLD 
CHILLS ARE 
PLAYINff SCALES A 
. OH MBS 
ALREADY/ 
I WISH 
PLAS 
:: jK^y*n»"> WAS 
^J!dJz i Ji/>&. HERE.' 
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YOUVANPALf YOU'RE WRECKING 1 
A LIFETIME OP PEERLESS 
SCIENCE ANP 



POLICE 
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He GETS AWAY/ 
HC IS MORE THAN 
FLESH ANP 
BliOOP... 



X'/* 





< 




7* 



y >'• 


""m.. * 


^ ■•*«»*.■ 


i ■-/ e -. 


-*** 
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MY DEATH VMS.' LOOK OUT FOR 
PLQW&R .A THOSE HUNGRY HOLLYHOCKS 
COMES TO -Q-Z 7H0SE LIP-LICKING 
THE RESCUE/^ ^ LARKSPURS/ 




.■■■ 





4& 
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S LOOK, PI AS.' HE'S BlEEE 
£J5«££A/ BLOOD/ 


»NG 


L - A. 


/naturalized INTO^^ 

/ THE VEGETABLE klNOPOM.' 
( IF HE LIVES, Hg'LL , — -"*' 
S ENP UP EITHER ^ ^ 
( IN PRISON OR ] C3i 
S^^AMUSEUM/^, Wr! 


<^^\^ff- SgW^j 




il\^ -^fiT 


^C^ 


\V ! o 




SfcS ^ 


. ^U|L^/ 


■ fp»*i p 
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7A-TA, LADY.' IF YOU WANT 
YOUR WASH RETURNED IN GOOD' 
CONDITION, LEAVE ONE HUNDRED 
VOUARS CASH IN A CIGAR BOX 
IN THE OLD TREE AT THE 
ENTRANCE 70 THE CEMETERV... 
AND DON'T TELL THE 
POLICE.' 
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\^V£kV ALL ABOUT IT! FIATFOOT 
BURNS DISCOVERS CLUE TO 
35T WASW 




POLICE COMICS 




Meanwhile., at fche Beagles... 
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/ SO THEY'VE NOTICEp\ 
/ ME.' IF I COULD JUST \ 
( CUtAB THROUGH THE / >jj 
\KEAE TRAP v °0^" y /^^ $ ^ 






"~~" 9y^7?C^ 




% q°T^^ 




gk 




^^^^l^^^^ss 








AHHm 




K I ri i 


— ~~" Z35 ^tHP** F * 


^^^\\ \ 





POLICE COMICS 







BUT YOU PIPN'T HAVE TO GO TO 
ALL THAT TROUBLE, FLATFOOT.' I 
PECIPED TO CHANCE TO /MV 

VNPEZWeAZ.' 
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FLAfHf THOUGH 
CROOKS ClEANEP OUT 

rue cash re^istcr 
at -me FOBME2 
GROCERY* rues * 

MISSED A HOARD OF 
$70000 WHICH 
MR.R3RMEZ KEPT 
BEHINP THE BOXES 
IN HIS CANDV 

OOUNTgf?-.^, 

\ 

4 

•l 1 



GET A LOAD OF TH»*/ 
WE OVERLOOKED SOME- 
THING ON THAT 
STICK-UP,' 



r,# 



W6HT PACK WE £0 
TOPJCK IT UP/ 
HOLP OUT QN US J 









E 



/ 




t Wfeiie> at thr^e*/** aitecm, 



VOU GAV£ THE REPOBTEW 
THAT STATEMENT AS I 
TOLDVDU,MR-FOJMIEZ? 
600 P.' MOW — ^ 

MtfSWff! 
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ton't you see MY 

PLAN, ROY? I DID IT ' 
TO UCJfie THE BANDITS 
SACK.' THEM THEViL. 

B6 EASILY 

TRAPPED/. 





HOW'D IT GO OFF 
BEFORE HITTING- 




m 

»w TRY \/,/ 

\Y TO BLAST W/ 

' ( M£,WILL j^ 



5f£ 
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WHAT ABOUT 

THIS LITTLE LUG, 

PINKEy? 



HE'S A CUSTOMER OR 

SOMETHING.' TIE HIM 

\)P AND LEAVE HIM' 
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THAT GUN-\| 
BETTER GET 
KIP OP IT.' THE 
POUCE MIGHT 
ARREST YOU 
IFVOOPONT 
HAVE A 
PERMIT/ 





But the Human Bomb makes a shield of 
his body —-his invulnerable armor again 
staves off destruction.' 







YES, INSPECTOR—A I /WHAT DID I TELL YOU, 

SECOND BUNCH OF WOULD- ) MR. FCWMEZ7 EVERY- 
B£ HIJACKERS AT THE VETOING WENT ACCORD- > 
FORMEZ GROCERY.' <7 ING TO PLAN —NO ^ 
COME OVER AND ADD Jf HITCHES, NO DECAY, NO 
THEM TO VOUR,-^ I VMG£R -I FUNNED. 
SUESTUST^X V IT>IU FROM THE 7 
^ r ~\D^S' \ BEGIN NiNG/^/ 


*5 at \ ^£<v, 


5^ -^ r ' ' -—''Ik 


-'ffl 3^' 




l^iP^ 


IL^rW^sl 


1 '- 


/, 
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WELL, LOOK AT LITTLE \Y HI , CANDY* A BIG PEAL 
TEDDY DAWSON BURSTING J IS COOKING WITH DAD AND 

:W LENDING A HAND 
AMBITIOM.' w^ A I CAN TURN IN MY I- 






THAT) 



-L 



FORAR£AL Si 
JOB; 



j* 



■V0&* 



t>\ 



-V* 



POR SAlg 

VAWSOhl 

REAL 



ft 



Kwsoh 




fcy 



rf\ 



S\ 



k/"1 




r>Kl 












,/N^ 



V- 
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YOU'VE GOT THE WRONG PITCH, PIGEON.' 

WE MADE A PEAL AND I'M DRAGGING 

DOWN FIVE SMACKERS A WEEK.' AT \f ON THE BEAM? 

THAT RATE IT'LL TAKE ME SBVSN J* BOY.' TED, ^t 

AND A HALF MONTHS.' . -^-/YOU'RE REALLY*^ 

RUT I PON'T MINP.' J \ COURAGEOUS Ij 



V 



,"W 



#S 









?/ 






DOM'T IOWCT.' I 
WOULDN'T THINK 
OP CUTTING IN ON 
ANYTHING SO 

6UM0R0US.' y 




tep, MM/r/ 

I ONLY — . 



«Bfe 





MAYBE I'M JUST A 
GUMMED-UP SQUARE.' 
■ MAYBE XSHOUIP 
RISK MY NECK FOR 

PMZfJMOMFySi 



'"<<,-. 



* 
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B6UBCBUW. I mm N I'M THINKING ABOUT 
TUB WAV ^ WHKt TOAT BUILP1HG A SKEET SHO0TIN© 
NAOC! I'MSTUCKANPNeEPI CLUB OP HERE, MIT KEEP IT 
A LIFT OVER THIS YOIN© km UNPgR YOUR NAT/ I DOtfT 
WpUNTAW; HOW ABOUT j WANT PEOnE NOSING AROU» 

THE JOINT/ 



Vg 1 



B 






n-:-A 






I'VE SIMPLY OCT TO FIND 

TEP.' NO TILLING IMMAT A 

PERSON IN HIS FRAME OF 
MM I? WILL VOt 



•i \ 



m 








%sVi*. 





ITU BE fASY MONEY 
FOR YOU! LET'S CHIN 
r OVER A COUPLE 
A-l OF PRINKS/ 



L_ 



luNrriou -iwg us 



*$* 




WIN 




00 



i^^HHS—«SP 
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TED.'DONVPO/T/ 

ITS NOT TOO LATE TO 
TURN BACK.' PLEASE, 



HUH? 
CANDY/ 




FOR YOUR 

MOTHER'S 

SAKE, THEN.' 
OH.TED, HOW 
COULD 
VDUT 



SO YOU'RE A 

STOOL PIGEON, 

TOO/ WELL, CLAM 

UPANPTAKEA 

POWPER IF YOU 

KNOW WHAT'S 



6O0DFOR 
VOU.' 




1 - 1 CAN HARDLY BELIEVE 

rr' HE-HE'S CHANGED 
SO.' HE'S BECOME HARD j 
-^ CALLOUS! ™y 
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/WHEW; GQJH.'iPUFFr 
/*PUFFS~I THINK ONE 
OF US SH-SHOytP HAVE 
STAVEPMEHINPTO-- 
SPUFFJ-JPUFFS- 
PlRECT THE 
COPS/ 



^ 



rt>. 



\ 



>T. 



flj 









% 



H 



0" - 



% 



^ f tufa* ^ 








1 i 




^ 


% 




^ 


o 






1 





IT MAV BE TOOUre V WE'LL TAKE THIS 
BY THE TIME THEV _-/ SM-SHOBTCUT -iPUFF 
GET HERE.' COME }/->UFFi -TH-THEV'RE 
ON, TtWA .' r— ^ *-! HEAOEP FOR 

SKULL HILL! 





HE V # YOU/.' 

WHAT IN THE NAME 
OFTHUNPER-? 





**A 
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LISTEN, SlSTER.fP-PON'T YOuN 
'PY£"'K| .VD-DARECOMEA 
LOOKING FOR ]S-STEP NEARER 
TROUBLE-^ OR I'LL- 





YOU LITTLE FOOL' 
GIVE ME THAT 
GUN.' 



OH, 

NO, you 

PONT/ 



^r\< 







MR. PAWSON. VOH.GOSH, THERE'S BEEn\I 

weve savep ] some mistake! th-this 
your son.' y is mr. p/etrie.' he's 
buying prorertv 
from me for a 
club: 



W^ 





YOU MEAN I WAS GOING TO BUY.'' 
WHY, I CAN SUE THE LOT OF YOU. 
FOR SLANDER, ASSAULT AND < 
BATTERY, FALSE ARREST AND , 
•AND- 
f 



F 



\. 
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THIS IS LUCK! I'M WILLING 
TO PAY YOU WELL/ I WONDER 
IF EITHER OF YOU WOULD— 





A VIOLIN 
CASE* 







'FUNNY.' I THOUGHT THEY MIGHT 

[ WANT TO PICK UP A LITTLE EASY 

MONEY. FIXING THE TIRE THAT 

BLEW OUT ON MY 

BICYCLE.' 
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MCtiON AH MU5TA9E6N 

APTttOU JAKE .THAT 
feRAK'PAPPY BASS^ 
JT7 FOR M05' 
» TEN YEARS/ 




4 B/7V/ aw it feels Like a 

whopper: 




by jemcMO/ IT 

/S OL' JAK£ / 










W' 




* ? 



\ 



C" 









HeSHO'lS A GAME 




^ 







T 









IT SEEMS ALMOS'A SHAME TO 
VUIL HIM /N... HE'S SEEN KING 
HERE FOR SO LQUGf 



S 



ii 




AFTER ALL, HE NEYUH , 
VONEMB NO X-LlIKE KILUN 
HARM/ /r^7MBr\ AN OL' 

LOOK HE JtWlEND/ 

61V ME 
WAS ALMOST 
HOOMANf 



tfcf 



nope, rfSEavts2KIC.^_\3 far ma? 

FAL// ^> AH' - 



rlvijl' 



F 






vN. 






=& 




£ / 







PCTN' A GOOD D£EP LtK£ 7HET 
SIVES A FECI ER A WARM GLOW 
AEOUN' TW' HEART— SORT OF 
A BROTHERLY AMP FISHLY LOVE 
FEtLfM'/ 



,'-.-.-^-^-* 
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■^•s^^ ^ 


3 ' 


k 






*.,, n 
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•Jf 






^ ^*£1! 






hm 
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MIRKS 



Manhvnier and TJzor, the greatest 
crime-battling team on six legs, are 
an eternal menace to every [ 

challenger of law and order -including , 
the killer who called himself HATCHET! 
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LENK -THAT'S 
WVNAME.' I 
klLLEP HfM ' 





LENK7 YOU 
BROUGHT IN 

LENK? 

HMN'.MW 
HAW.* 




X NEVER 

THOUSHT'A 

MURPEK RAP 

WIS FUNNY.' 




COMICS 

THIS LITTLE GUV BOBS IN 
EVERY TIME THERE'S A 
KILLING .'-- TRIES 
TO CONFESS ANP-*T~ I PROTEST? 
GET PUT IN JAIL.VAS A CITIZEN 

HES HARMLESS-S, AMP A 
JUST A NUISANCE J TAXPAYER 



KWMtfl 



GET OUT OF 
HERE, PIXIE.' 
ALL I WANT 
FROM YOU IS 
S/iflWTE-ANP 
MIGHTY LITTLE. 
OP THAT.' 



ALL RlSHT ALL 

R16HT? IF YOU PONYI 

BELIEVE ME. I'LL GO/ 

MAYBE SOKE PAY. 

I'LL CONVINCE 

SOMEBODY/ 



;\ 



AS FOR YOU, EICHARPS, By 
CONCENTRATING ON THAT LITTLE 

0?AC«rpoT. you may have 

MS5EP THE REAL WLLER/ 
MIGHTY LITTLE CHANCE 
OF GETTING 
HIM NOW/ 



**te 



but I piDN'T KNOW m 
THE STORY ON LENK*S 
HOBBY OF FAKE 
CONFESSIONS/ 



-\ A 



i 






C^n 



V 



Richards is off duty— 

Manhvnter comes 0x1/ 




TUOR, ITS UP^% 

TDUSTOTCACE1 

DOWN THAT KILLER 

ANP WAIL H(M TO 

THg FENCE/ 





The office of the 
medical examiner... 




I'M OH TMAT NOONWAVN 
KILLING WXTOR.' LETS 
STAKT WITH THE LITTLE 
WE KNOW.'— WHY POES 
THAT R/NNY LITTLE 
LENK GO AROUND 
COHFE5SIN6F 
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HE'D HAVE GONE UP ON HIS FIRST 
CONFESSION, BUT THE REAL KILLER 1 
CAME IN WITH A MORE CONVINCING 
STORY.' AGAIN AND AGAIN SINCE, 
THAT TIME, LENK HAS BOBBED 
UP, INSISTING HE'S GUILTY- 
AND HE'S ALWAYS 
IN THE CLEAR/ 



I WONDER IF HE 
KNEW NOON WAY.' 
I'M GOING TO 
FIND OUT.' 




/ I CANT SEE WHY 
' ANYONE WOULD KILL ' 
MR. NOONWAY.' HE WASN'T 
EVEN A CRIMINAL LAWYER — 
DIP MORE OFFICE WORK- 
ESTATES AND 
CORPORATIONS/ 



LENK? — NO, HERE'S XTHANKS, MISS.' 
A PAPER ON LEMOYNE ) MV NEXT STOP 
—ANOTHER ON ^^IS THE SCENE • 
LEONARD-NO ) Z^F THE CRIME/ 
MENTION OF 
LENK.' 






RIGHT, 
A MAN DIEP 
THERE.' CAN 
YOU PICK UP 
HIS TRAIL? 





VTHOR! 

YOU'RE 
GETTING 
CLOSE TO 

A CLUE.' 
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Manhvttter revives in the Noonway house... 



you were hurt trying 
to avenge mv husband, 
manhunter.' i brought 
you here to 
Care for 



goodness.no.' he was the kindest and 
gentlest wan i ever knew.' he never even 
spoke sharply to anyone — except 
one time that i remember.' 



WHEN WAS THAT, 
MRS. NOONWAV? 




f AND THIS RUFUS 
KNELL -WHAT HAPPENED, 
THEN: 



HE MOVED AWAV-ANDN 

weCAMEHERETOLIvsr 

INEVERHEAKPOFHIM 

AFTER THAT, BUT J'\ 

THOUSHIOF THE 

INCIDENT MA WY 
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I WAS CLOSE TO A CLUE. 
BUT THE KILLER KNOCKED 
ME COLD AND GOT IT AWAY, 
FROM ME.' 

E)CCU5B ME, 
MANHUNTS?, BUT 
IT'S MY DUTY TO 
..CONFESS TH I S-v 



£" 



'V 



IT WAS I WHO 
KNOCKED YOU 
COLO.' 1 • 



AT IT AGAIN. XI 
LENK7 HOW 
MANY CONFESSIONS 





DEAR ME. DIP T. 
SLIP WTO THAT 
SILLY HABIT AGAIN? 
WHAT MUST YOU 
' THINK OF 
ME? 



MORE 
IMPORTANT-- 

WHAT DO 
YOUR RADIO 
BOSSES THINK 
OF YOU7 
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THERE, HE'S SHUTSAPELY 
OUTSIPE.' NOW, RUFUS, 
LET /ME LOOK AT VOU- 
CH, IT'S GOOD TO SEE 
YOU AFTER ALL 
THESE YEARS.' 



RRRRR.' 



COME IN, BUT PLEASE 
LEAVE YOUR PCG OUTSIPE.' 
HE ATTACKED y* 
M?. KNELL/J 




WHEN VOU TOOK A JOB 
ANNOUNCING THAT YTSAT 
PROGRAM. IT GAVE VOU. 
AN IPSA.' VOU CHANGE? 
YOUR OWN NAME BY 
SPELLING IT 
BACKWARD.' — 




l/^WHV NOT"! 
' DIDN'T WANT 
TO EMBARRASS 
THE NODNWAYS ' 




?^t\ 



\ 



\ 



locked out, Thcr Quickly 
traces his partner — 






YOU CARRIED THE GRUP6E ALL THIS TIME, 
PLANNING TO 6ET REVENGE.' AND YOU 
SPENT YEAR'S BUIlPING YOUR ALIBI/ 



WHAT 




; 
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HE PLANNED TO POSE AS 

A SYMPATHETIC OLD ADMIRE*, 

Mes. noon way: i presume. 

HE HOPED TO MARRY YOU 
AND NOON WAY'S FORTUNE.' 
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¥T WAS known commonly as "the house on 
-*■ on the moor" That was its only designation. 
It had stood more than a century, growing more 
dilapidated every year. Once it had known some 
charm and dignity but during the last half of its 
venerable life decay had set in with a vengeance. 

Old Potter owned the house on the moor. No- 
body knew much about Old Potter, either of his 
origin or what he did. Old Potter just lived, there 
in the ghostly house on the moor, with two huge 
staghounds and one serving man whom people 
liked to call walking death. He was a cadaverous 
looking wraith of a man, tall and spindly, with 
grayish pallor making his face a veritable death 
mask. 

Gatemar was the village nearest to the house 
in the moor, It was a small town of about 2000 
inhabitants, all of whom were tradesmen and 
workers on the various rich estates scattered 
throughout the shire. 

Few of the people of the village had seen Old 
Potter closely. He kept away from town as much 
as possible. And when he did venture into the 
streets, he wore a soft felt hat pulled low over 
his forehead so that of his features almost nothing 
was visible. 

Once a week walking death came to the village 
to shop for groceries for his master. But he too 
was a non-talkative person of sullen mien, mak- 
ing his meager purchases and then hurrying back 
to the grim house on the moor. 

It was on the night of January 3rd that the 
Bentley boy, Tad, vanished. He had been play- 
ing cops and robbers with some of the other boys 
and had dashed into a clump of bracken at the 
edge of town to hide. Some of the boys ran after 
him, calling. They called and searched all that 
night. When the boy didn't return home in the 
morning, his parents became alarmed and called 
in the police. 

The police force of Gatemar consisted of a 
constable and two deputies. Since nothing ever 
happened in the village, they were not very alert 
and spent most of their time in the back room 
of the station playing checkers. 

Tad's disappearance gave the town something 
of a start. It was the first time something big 
had happened. It got the constable and his two 
deputies away from their eternal checker game. 
A search was instituted in which half the town 
eventually joined, but of Tad there was no clue* 

Kis parents were frantic. At last his father, a 



brick mason, went to London and visited a pri- 
vate detective agency. It happened that Dick 
Mace, a young American criminologist, was at 
this time visiting his friend, Toland Means, head 
of the Means Detective Agency, upon which Mr. 
Bentley called. 

Mace heard the frantic father out and asked 
a few questions. There was nothing to be learned 
from the older man. Mace asked Toland if he 
might take the case. 



"Sounds interesting," said Dick. "And I have- 
n't worked in England for a long time. How about 
it, pal?" 

Toland Means was only too glad to have the 
famous youngster handle the case. 

""Hop to it, Dick. I have a big job up in the 
north country anyway. If you need anything, 
feel free to call on the boys here." 

Dick went back to Gatemar with old man 
Bentley, On the way, something was said about 
the stories about ancient haunted houses. 

The next day, Dick Mace was deep in the lore 
of Gatemar, but especially that which had to do 
with the ancient house inhabited by Old Potter, 
Dick first looked up the history of Potter, which 
was meager enough. No one seemed to have a 
line on the old boy, Asking questions about town, 
Dick soon learned that no one knew anything 
about the old man. 

He decided to visit the house on the moor. 
So, renting a bright red Fiat one afternoon, he 
drove into the dismal, swampy moor where stood 
the ugly old house. He had to park almost a 
block away from the front door. When he pulled 
the huge knocker, he thought he heard a stealthy 
sound within but no one answered. He pulled 
again, and the strident echoes went resounding 
through the big house and out across the misty 
moor. 

"Creepy place, this," he said to himself. Then 
the door opened a crack, A single bleery eye 
peered out at him. "Well,"" said a voice from a 
tomb. "Whadya want?" 

Dick introduced himself. "I'd like a few words 
with Mr, Potter," he said. 

"He don't want any words with you," replied 
the eerie voice. "Go away." 

"But I insist," said Dick. "I wish to come in 
for a moment," 

The door opened farther and the ghost held 
a skinny hand pointed toward a door across the 
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hall. Dick opened it and stepped through. He 
found himself in a large gloomy room, damp and 
musty. Ancient horse-hair furniture stood about 
in attitudes of despair. 

"What do you want?" asked a throaty voice 
suddenly almost at his elbow. Dick jumped, turn- 
ing. A man muffled in a shroud-like robe stood 
facing him. A hat pulled low covered most of 
his face. 



was on that truck. But what? He could ge" no 
nearer, and he feared that he might stumble 
and give away his position. That wouldn't do, 
he knew. Something illicit was going on, and he 
meant to find out. He knew for certain that it 
had something to do with Old Potter and the 
vanishing children. 



"I'm Dick Mace, from America. Always been 
interested in these old houses. Thought you might 
show me around a bit." 

"This is not a museum," said the deep voice. 
"Nothing here is on vulgar display. I'll thank you 
to take yourself off at once." 

"Oh, well, if you feel that way — " D:;:l: started 
for the door. Then he said, "Could be that I'll 
be back." 

"Don't," warned the voice. "St^y away from 
here." 

Dick left. That night Jimmy Carruthers dis- 
appeared from his front lawn. 

The town was in a turmoil. Nothing like this 
had ever happened before. Parents kept their 
children under close watch, not letting them out 
the following night. But with all their vigilance, 
another boy vanished on his way to the grocer's. 

The mystery pretty well had Dick baffled. 
Where could the kids have vanished to? The 
house on the moor? That old house kept appear- 
ing in his thoughts. What about Old Potter? 
What would he want, kidnaping those young- 
sters? There were no ransom notes demanding 
money for the return of those children. 

Dick made up his mind to haunt the house 
en the moor without its occupants knowing any- 
thing about it. And that night he set out afoot 
for the bleak, forbidding moors. There was no 
moon and the cold was bitter. He had noticed 
that the rear of the Potter estate abutted on an 
estuary of a small river that itself emptied into 
the sea, a mile away. 

He headed for the river, shivering with the 
cold There was no wind and when he reached 
the estuary, he could see little. But he heard a 
sound. Edging along toward it, he became aware 
that a. boat was moored somewhere nearby. He 
could tell by the sounds that it was a boat. Then 
he heard whispered voices. And the sounds of 
heavy objects being hoisted aboard. 

It was too dark to make out anything, Dick 
stood there listening, trying to put the sounds 
together. He wished the moon would come out. 

He began edging nearer the sounds, and at 
last he found a small wharf. A hand truck was 
being pushed along the wharf, causing the boards 
to give forth protesting sounds. Something heavy 



When the sound of loading ceased, he slunk 
away and went back to the village. Tomorrow 
he'd visit Old Potter again. 

Sharp at two o'clock, he pulled the heavy 
brass knocker again. Twice. Then the door open- 
ed and the blear-eyed serving man peered out at 
him. This time he swung the door fully open 
and bade him enter. Dick stepped inside. 
"Where's Mr, Potter?" he demanded. 

Walking death didn't reply. He turned and 
strode down the hall, going through a door and 
closing it with a slam behind him. Well — 

Dick wandered down the hall and through 
the door. The hall led straight to the back of 
the house. Doors opened off it on either side. At 
the farthest end, an open door led to a basement 
stairway. X>ick went down, holding a flashlight 
in one hand and a gun in the other. At the bottom 
he found himself in a large cellar room, empty. 
From a closed door he heard sounds of low talk- 
ing. He knocked. No answer. He pushed the door 
open. The sight that met his eyes caused him to 
gasp. Old Potter stood at a bench over which 
hung a glaring electric lamp. The old man was 
drenched in gore from hands to feet. He was 
wielding a gleaming knife. 

"Hey!" shouted Dick. Slowly the old man turn- 
ed. Again Dick got a start. Potter looked like the 
Phantom of the Opera with his pasty face, beard- 
less, and with great staring eyes. "What do you 
want?" he demanded gruffly 

"What are you doing?" asked Dick. 

"Butchering," replied Old Potter indifferently. 

"Butchering!" Dick had horrible visions! 

"Where are the boys you've kidnaped?" Dick 
asked, keeping the gun covering the old man. 

Potter smiled, if it could be called a smile 
that contorted his ghastly face. "Boys? Oh!'' He 
chuckled. "That's it. I hired 'em to help find my 
cattle. They're up beyond the moor, herding 
some -cows. Why?" 

The wind went out of Dick's sails. So that 
was it! He looked at the gory meat on the bench. 
It was a quarter of beef, all right! 

He grinned. "Nothing. Just wondered. Will 
they be back home soon?" 

"This evening will finish the job," said the 
old man. "I pay them well. Now, good night." 
Potter turned and went about his cutting. 
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The police fij 

Headles 

a head, ajp:;a 
This realo 




entral City -called this "The Case o£ The 
**" but the SPIRIT argued that it took 



sm^W know the value o£ the Vbn Gelt diamonds.' 
''Ts&mfoff on the track of one of his weirdest adventures.' 




POLICE COMICS 





MIST' SPIRIT BOSS, 
THAT'S WOT A 
! THAT'S AN 
IT I 




AH'S IN FAVOR ^H 
O' DISAPP£AR»N' 






OH, IT'S YOU. SPtRiT! 
I THOUGHT I HAD 
TRAILED THE HEADLESS 
BURGLAR HERF' 
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DON'T TfcY TO BE 
FUNNYi THAT GUV 
GOT AWAY WITH 
TR£ VON GELT 

DIAMONDS 
TONIGHT' 



WHEW! AND 
YOU SAY HE'S 

HBAPLSSSi 

IT TAKES A 
GOOD HEAD 
TO DO A BIT 

OF 'WORK 

LIKE THAT/ 



THAT pOESMT 
EXPtAIN 
WHERE YCHJ 
WERE * 





JT SEEMS THAT 
SOMEBODY ELSE 




HAS MY PUN 
LIVING* 



Of 
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1 BEGIN TO S£E SOME 
LIGHT OH THIS BUSINESS 
Will YOU EXCUSE ME 
FOG A FEW MINUTES! 





HMMM! SIZE FIVE AMP A 
HALF* THESE IS ONLY ONE 
BURGLAR WHO'S EVER 
BEEN BOOKED, WITH 
THAT SMALL SIZE.' HALF- 
PINT HARRY, THE SECOND- 
STORY MAM/ 

5NATZ/ 

THIS GUY IS 
TALLER THAN 
HARRY BY 
AHEAD/ 




AS YOU SAID 
YOURSELF, THIS \ 
ONE IS MEAPLESS/ \ 
THAT WOULD MAKE 
HIM JUST ABOUT / 
HARRY'S SIZE^/ 


/ kjtmist\swt 
/boss, i allus 

thought shosts 
\ didn't leave . 

V TRACKS/^ 




^^ ^^TnwWAT^ 
/. THE SP/tf/7 
JY THINKS IS 
53 > TRUE, THIS 0«E 

Kgk WILL WISH HE 
L HADN'T/ - 
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VOU CANT 
GET AWAY/ 



THAT'S WHAT 
YOU THINK! 
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NOT TODAY, 

COPPER'S 
ST006E/ 
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SO HB PO£S IT WITH 
A P£A~SrtOOTER,EH? 
TWO CAN PLAY AT 
THAT GAME / 





VOW/ COSiGHi 

HACK/ SAW! l*%*T!n 
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t>KAY, HALF 
P/NT! WE HAVE 
YOU NOW.' 




OF H//W/ 
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EASY, ONCE I HAD MY HANDS 
ON THAT PLASTER CAST/ A BlG 
«AM WITH FEET THAT SMALL 
WOULD BE OFF-BALANCE, AM> 
CERTAINLY NO GOOD 

As A burglar: 




HE DEVISED A GET-UP OF A COAT 
SO LARGS THAT IT CAME OVER HIS 
HEAP/ PROPS ON HIS SHOULDERS 
HELD THG COAT UP SO IT LOOKED 
LIKE A NORMAL BODY INSIDE. 1 
HE COUNTED ON TERRIFYING MS 
VICTIM TO HELP HIM ESCAPE IF HB 
WERE CAUGHT ROBBING 
A PLACE ! 




YOU SEE - LIKE 
ALL OTHER CRIMINALS/ 
HB HAD SHOES TOO 
SMALL FOR HIS 
AMBITIONS.' 







MSTEM 



ii±*G\ 



HEY! QUIT KICKING 

THAT SANDJN 
OUR FAC£5'. 

'THAT MAN 6 
THE WORST 
NUISANCE OKI 
THE BEACH 



LISTEN HEJ5E. I'D SMASH YOUR ^> 
) fifcC£--ONLY YOU"ft£ SO SK.MHY NtoU 
I MIGHT DRY UP AHO BljOW_AWAY 
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BIG bully! 



I'LL OCT EVEN 
SOME. DAY 



OH DOHTLCT 

rr BOTHEft ^ciu, 

LITTLE BOY* 
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QABN IT! I'M SICK AHD TIRED OF 
BEING A SCAOCCQOWJ CHARLES 

ATLAS SAYS HE CAM GIVE ME A "^ 

REAL BODY. ALL RIGHT.' I'LL GAMBLE. 

A STAMP AHD GET 

HtsFBEE book! 




BOV! IT DIDN'T TAKE ATLAS LONG TO 
DO THIS FOR ME! WHAT MUSCLES! THAT 
BULLY WONT SHOVE ME AROUND AGAIN .'jj 
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WHAT* YOU HERE AGAIN?\ ?i 
HERE'S SOMETHING I OWE YOU! 
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OH, JOE! YOU 

b ARE A 

REAL MAN 



AFTER ALL 



I 
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HE'S 

GOSH* /already 

WHATAift^ous 

5 UILD xK»ITJ 
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I Can Make YOU a New Man, Too, 
in Only 15 Minutes .a Day! 



If YOU, like Joe, have a body 
that others can "push around" — ■ 
2 you're ashamed to strip for sports 
or a swim — then give me just 15 
■mutes a day I I'll PROVE you 
«*a have a body you'll be proud of, 
packed with red-blooded vitality! 
"Dynamic Tension." That's the 
secret! That's how I changed my- 
aeif from a spindle-shanked, scrawny 
■weakling to winner of the title, 
orid's Most Perfectly Devel- 
oped Man. 1 ' 

''Dynamic Tension" 

Does Iff 

:ng "Dynamic Tension** only 
minutes a day, in the privacy of 
your own room, you quickly begin 
put on muscle, increase your 
chest measurements, broaden your 
back, fill out your arms and legs. 
Before you know it, this easy. 



NATURAL method will make you 
a finer specimen of REAL MAN- 
HOOD than you ever dreamed you 
could be! You'll be a New Man! 

FREE BOOK 

Thousands of fellows have used 
my marvelous system. Read what 
they say — see how they looked 
before and after — in my book, 
"Everlasting Health and Strength " 

Send NOW for this book— FREE. 
It tells all about "Dynamic Ter^- 
sion," shows you actual photos of 
men I've turned from puny weak- 
lings into Atlaa Cham- 
pions, It tells how I 
can do the same for 
YOU, Don't put 
it off! Address me 
personally: Charles 
Atlas, Dept.330J 
115 East 23rd St.. 
NewYorklO.N.Y. 



— actual photo of 
the man who holds 
the title, "The 
World's Most 

Perfectly Developed 
Man." 




CHARLES ATLAS, Oept. 330 J 

119 la it 23rd Si, r New York 10, N. Y. 

I want the proof that your system of "Dynamic 
Tension" will help makes New Man of roe — give 
me a healthy* husky body and big muscular devel- 
opment. Send me your free book, "Everlasting 
Health and Strength." 



X\ ^lll.V-1 m 4lltlllllll|i**4lllll i, • * 

<Plcue print or writ* plainly) 



Address, * ... 
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How to Avoid 

these 
BOOBY TRAPS 
in your home! 



What you can't see CAH hurt yeu 
-says the National Safety Council 
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About 5,000,000 American* arc Injured every year at 

home- 33,500 fatally! Largest jingle cause: failing. A 

roller skate on a dark staircase; shin-catching obstructions; 

slippery objects: these can be lethal "booby traps." To avoid 

!hcm t carry your "Evcfeady" flashlight in dark area*. 



..■■I ' .Ui-.-Ai ' - ' -g ' l*^ 




^ ^ e all obstacles are cleared away. Linoleum or car- 

^ peting should be tacked down firmly. In attic or base 
mttu, pnxk s*U loose objects in noAm flammable boxes stored 
against the walls. Don't rely on ?Q$tr knowledge of where 
'itacles are located — the nrxt prison may not knos 




O Know hi advance where your fuse box. main water and 
** gas valves, etc., are located; be sure you have a clear path 
to*rh*m* Armed with your "Eveready" flashlight, you can 
approach without fumbling in an emergency. Be sure loose 
wires are so placed that you won't trip over them. 



A Keep your "Eveready" flashlight always in the same convenient 
™ place— so you won't be tempted to do without it because it can*t be 
located. Keep it filled with "Eveready" batteries— they're now available. 

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC. 

50 East 42nd Stre et. N ew York 17, N, Y. 
Unit (ff Union Carbide QHQ and Carbon CorporutHtn 




EXTRA 

POWER, 

EXTRA LIFE 

-AT NO 

EXTRA COST 



